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WEE WISDOM 


7 Iwo little lambs in a pasture play. 


Where daisies and lilies grow, 


oO) 3 And one little lamb is called Snow-White, 
And one is called Flake-of-Snow. Mea 
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They nibble the young and tender grass, 


They drink at the quiet pool, 
They jump over stones and clumps of 
weeds, 
They rest in the shadows cool. | 


They listen to hear the shepherd call, 
When day hides back of the hill, 

When song of lark and of bobolink 
Are hushed for the whippoorwill. 


The little shepherd stands by the fold, 
With little staff in his hand; 

He holds the door thrown open for both 
The little lambs of his band. 
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One little lamb creeps under the fence 
And one: jumps over the gate, 

And home they run, as fast as they can, 
For neither lamb would be late. 


One little lamb cries a soft “Baa-baa,” 
The other one cries the same; 
The little shepherd welcomes them home 


And calls each lamb by its name. 
The little shepherd stands by the fold; 


He opens the door’so wide 
The little lambs find room for them both 
To enter there, side by side. 
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TREASURE 
IN TIN CAN 
PATCH 4 


WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Titania Mab and the fairy king were the king and the queen of the Little 
People who lived in Kingscup Hollow. The trees in Kingscup Hollow were 
to be cut down to make room for houses and garages. Daisiana and Darleen, 
Queen Titania Mab’s two orphaned godchildren, lived with Nurse Meg near 
Tin Can Patch, which was a piece of ground used as a dumping place. The 
queen wanted to move to Tin Can Patch. One day she made herself look like 
a farm woman and visited the little girls. She told them that there was rich 
treasure buried in Tin Can Patch. The girls set to work to remove the ashes 
and tin cans from Tin Can Patch. Unknown to them, the Little People helped 


Daisiana and Darleen at night. 


Chapter V 


It was Darleen who first began to suspect what was going on. 

“Daisiana,” she said, “I see how it is now. Our farm woman 
who told us about the treasure was really Titania Mab, the queen of 
the fairies. She knows we are doing as she told us, shoveling the ashes 
away as fast as we can, so every night she sends her fairies to help us.” 

“But fairies shoveling ashes—what an idea!” exclaimed Daisiana, 
who was working while Darleen rested. “I thought that all fairies 
wanted to do was to dance in a magic ring and to live with the flowers.” 

“Daisiana,”” Darleen said solemnly, her voice sinking to a whis- 
per, “I know there are fairies about. You've seen how I have to stop 
when a beautiful thought comes into my head and how I rest my paper 
on the back of the shovel and write all about it before I forget it. 
You've seen me stick my poems on the thorn bush over there sometimes 
when we are in a hurry to get through before Nurse Meg comes home 
and we have to go in and help get supper. Sometimes, Daisiana, I 
forget and leave my poems on the thorn bush all night and in the morn- 
ing they are always gone. Who is there here to take my poems? It 
must be the fairies!” 

Daisiana laughed. “Well,” said she, “what’s to hinder old Mr. 
Wind from coming along and whisking your precious poems a mile 
away over to Dago Mike’s tannery or to Widow Malone’s piggery >” 
Darleen shook her head. ‘“‘No,” she said, “‘the fairies get them.” 
Sure enough Darleen was right, for every night, when the fairy 
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[THEY - SUATTERED: FAIRY °SEEDS | 


queen flew over to Tin Can Patch with her army of fairy workers, 
she made straight for the thorn bush, and great was her glee if she 
found one of Darleen’s poems hanging there. She took it off the thorn 
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bush immediately and went and sat down cross-legged on some rusty 
tin can to read it. 

The fairy queen thought Darleen’s poems perfectly ial she 
chuckled and crooned over them all the time she was reading them. 
Then she always folded them up, put them into her vanity case, and 
carried them away to Kingscup Hollow. When she had quite a col- 
lection of them, she.called in the silkworms and the darning needles 
and gave them orders to bind all the poems into a book with lovely 
birch bark covers. A charming idea, wasn’t it? 

So that was how Darleen came to be first official poet for the 
fairies, and I am told that the young elves and the pixies still pore 
over the poems that she left on the thorn bush, puckering up their 
brows and wondering whatever in the world this or that verse can mean. 


| SHE * COMING ---WAIT! | 


Meanwhile Darleen, who did not know she was now poet laure- 
ate to the fairies, went on shoveling ashes. Every time she grew 
weary enough to give up the tiresome, monotonous task, she always 
remembered in time about the pencils and the paper and the bottles 
of ink she would find with the treasure. 

Then one morning Daisiana had a bright idea. By that time they 
had shoveled up half the ashes and dumped them into the quarry pit. 

“Darleen,” she proposed, “‘let’s start to dig on this half for the 
treasure. In the mornings we'll shovel ashes on the other half, and 
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in the afternoons we'll dig down in the ground for the treasure. How 
will that do?” 

“Fine!” Darleen exclaimed happily. “Maybe we'll come across 
the treasure right away, and then we won't have to cart away any more 
of these old ashes.” 

My but the fairy queen was surprised when the fairies arrived 
that night! There was a neat little plot all dug up nicely, with the 
dark, rich earth smelling fresh. 

“That was certainly a bright idea of my dear godchildren’s, 
wasn’t it, my love?” she said to the fairy king, who followed her dis- 
consolately about. “Tomorrow night we can start moving into Tin 
Can Patch. It is high time we did. The seed is all ripe for it.” 

“Move into Tin Can Patch!” the fairy king almost shrieked, 
staring wildly around at the ugly, bare ground and the big heaps of 
ashes that still loomed up in the moonlight. “Titania Mab, do you 
mean it?” 

“Obie, you are very dull. You can’t see a thing, even when it’s 
plain as the nose on your face,” the fairy queen answered tartly. 
Then she bustled away to start her fairy gangs, some at carting ashes 
away and some at digging up the soil. 

The fairy king flew off alone to the thorn bush. He found one 
of Darleen’s forgotten poems hanging there, because the fairy queen 
had been so excited about moving to Tin Can Patch that she had for- 
gotten to look for a poem. The fairy king hung the poem on two 
thorns to make a hammock, and stretched himself out in it. 

““Girls are very hard to understand,” he said to himself. “Here 
I thought Titania Mab was dragging us off over here every night to 
help her two godchildren clear away the ashes so they could have a 
garden. I supposed she’d long ago given up that idea about our moving 
over here.”” Then he fell fast asleep with his crown on. 


Chapter VI 


About midnight the fairy queen came flying up to the thorn bush 
to look for a Darleen poem. It didn’t take her a minute to tumble the 
fairy king out of his comfortable hammock, just as he was having the 
sweetest dream. 

““How dare you use my godchild’s poem for a bed>”’ cried the 
queen, snatching the poem away and looking around for a convenient 
tin can to sit on. 

“Titania Mab,” said the fairy king, rubbing his eyes and yawn- 
ing, “I’m not the first person who ever went to sleep over poetry. 
Many persons do it.” 

“You think you’re clever, don’t you>” said the queen. “Well, 
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nobody but you would ever go to sleep over my little Darleen’s poems. 
They are all sweet. Listen to this one: 
“* *T think the lily cup of life 
Will hold loveliness for you; ; 
Pansies for thoughts, roses for love, 
Sweet violets for friendship so true.’ 

“The darling precious, to think she could dream of roses and 
violets while she was grubbing in these awful ashes.” 

The next night when the bevies of fairies gathered for their 
journey to Tin Can Patch, several companies of them carried packs 
on their backs. When they reached the patch, they opened their packs 
and scattered fairy seed over all the fresh earth that Daisiana and 
Darleen had spaded up while looking for the treasure. After them 
came the wind fairies, puffing out their cheeks and blowing along 
whole flocks of wee winged seeds. These seeds were too light and 
airy to go into any fairy’s pack, but they wanted to float about in the 
soft, sweet air before they lay down for their sleep in the dark earth. 

**Just one more frolic, dear Queen,” they would beg, and Titania 
Mab would always let them have it, telling the wind fairies to follow 
behind them and float them to Tin Can Patch. 

So the summer days went by and Daisiana and Darleen could 
hardly believe it was time for school again. They had a long walk 
to and from school, so there was only a short time left each day to 
shovel ashes and dig for treasures. But the fairies worked harder 
than ever and every night they brought the packs of fairy seeds on 
their backs and scattered them everywhere. 


But at last it was time for the fairies to go to their winter homes 
deep down in the earth in the diamond and crystal caves. The night 
came for their last visit to Tin Can Patch. They had thrown the last 
spadeful of ashes into the quarry, they had scattered the last handful 


(Continued on page 20) 


Two of the Little People resting. 
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Jack had always wanted a dog, but he felt sure that he never 
could have one as long as the Frownies lived next door—and they 
were there to stay. 

Mrs. Frownie was the star housekeeper of the neighborhood. 
There were no canine tracks or feline hairs to be found on her porch 
floors. No tired dog ever stretched himself out for a rest under her 
grapevines. Before he could even flop down, out would come Mrs. 
Frownie with her broom and Mr. Dog would flee to more friendly 
quarters. A cross the rear of the Frownie’s garden was a row of great 
thorny cactus plants, like a line of soldiers with fixed bayonets—ready 
for dogs. 

So when one day a friendly dog came to romp with the children 
playing in Jack’s yard, Jack did not think of asking at the Frownie 
home to see whether the dog belonged there. 

When the last child had gone in for the night, Jack went up one 
side of the street and down the other, trying to find the owner of this 
fine brown and white bird dog. No one was able to give Jack the 
least information, so he took the dog home and gave him a meal. 
What an appetite! He ate all the food left from dinner—gravy, 
bread, potatoes—and still he looked coaxingly at Jack for more. His 
eyes were so round and brown, and his ears hung down so long and 
appealingly that Jack poured his own breakfast milk into a bowl for 
him. When the last drop had disappeared the dog curled himself up 
in a corner of the back porch and dismissed Jack with a look that said, 
“Well, good night, now. See you in the morning.” 

“Tf no one claims him, may I have him?” Jack asked his father 
that night. 

“He will be claimed,” his father said. ‘“‘He is a valuable bird 
dog and it is my guess that you will see an advertisement for him in the 
morning paper.” 

The next morning Jack bounced out of bed like a rubber ball. 
He fed Sport, as he had named the dog, and began a search through 
the lost and found column of the newspaper. 

“Did you inquire of the Frownies>”’ Jack’s mother asked. 
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“No use asking there,” he answered, shrugging his shoulders. 
“Why, Mrs. Frownie never looked at a dog long enough to be able 
to recognize it again. But I'll ask, if you think I should. Oh, I do 
hope no one claims him! Isn’t he handsome, with that glossy white 
coat, all trimmed in brown? He’s the most graceful dog I ever have 


seen. 

He tossed a pecan to the dog. Sport sprang up, seized it, and 
cracked it with his teeth. Then he threw it on the floor, lapped up 
the kernel, leaving the shell, and waited for another. 

“O Mrs. Frownie,” Jack called a moment later at the Frownie’s 


He was thinking how unkind he must have seemed to Sport. 


back door, “you don’t know of anybody who has lost a bird dog, 
do you?” 

““Mercy me, yes!” cried Mrs. Frownie. “Did you find him? 
Yes, Mr. Frownie brought home a bird dog yesterday morning. 
man owed him some money and couldn’t pay it all, so he let Mr. 
Frownie take the dog. He’s a valuable dog, you know. So glad you 
found him. You see I locked him in the garage and I forgot all about 
having him. He must have got hungry and dug out. I saw the earth 
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all dug up. Mr. Frownie was quite disappointed. I’m surely glad, 
Jack, that you found him.” 

Just then Mr. Frownie came out. 

“Was it much of a debt the man owed you?” asked Jack. 
“Maybe I could pay it and take the dog.” 

“No, no,” Mr. Frownie said and shook his head. “He’s worth 
twice what I gave for him. I'll send him out to the farm for a few 
weeks, then I'll Jet a trainer have him for a while. May make some- 
thing on him.” Making money was the big idea with Mr. Frownie. 

Jack went home to tell the disappointing news. 

**Just my luck!”’ he said. “Think of his trying to make money on 
sport! Of all people, the Frownies with a dog!” 

But Sport never lay on Mr. Frownie’s lawn. He came and 
flopped down on Jack’s porch as soon as Jack left for school, and was 
there when he came home in the evening. Where Jack went, Sport 
moved along, like a shadow. 

“Tt is because you were the first one to feed him,” Jack’s mother 
explained. “You must not feed him again; then he will stay where 
he belongs.” 

It was hard, but the next morning Jack did not so much as speak 
to the dog. He slipped off to school without even one farewell pat. 

He was sitting at his desk thinking how unkind he must have 
seemed to Sport, when the dog ran into the room, circled several times 
around the row of seats in which Jack sat, then came and sat down 
beside his desk, beating the floor with his tail. — 

The room was thrown into an uproar. E-ven the teacher joined 
in the fun. 

“Bow, wow, wow! Whose dog art thou” she asked. 

Everybody laughed but no one said a word. 

“*Jack,” she said, finally, “does he belong to you? He acts as 
though he knows you?” 

“He knows me,” Jack answered, “but he is not mine. The 
people who live next door to us own him.” 

“Very well, Jack,” the teacher said. “I shall let you take him 


home. 

So Jack took Sport back to Mrs. Frownie. This time she al- 
lowed the dog to stay in her clean, white kitchen until she thought 
Jack had reached school. But when Jack came out of the school 
building at noon, Sport was waiting for him at the street door. 

Try as he would, Mr. Frownie could not keep the dog at home. 
“Tl send him out to the farm Saturday, when my man comes 
to town,” he said. 
Sport liked to run and play, and Jack liked to run and play. Mr. 
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Frownie could not run; he was entirely too fat. But he was sure that 
the dog would be contented on his fine farm, where there were horses 
and children, as well as fields and woods in which to run and play. 

Saturday morning came and Jack was up early. He was throw- 
ing a ball and Sport was chasing it and bringing it back to him when 
a car stopped in front of the Frownie home and Jack saw that the 

farmer had come for 
the dog. He gave 
Sport an affectionate 
pat on the head. 
“You are going 
out into the nice country 
where there are woods 
and you can run and 
have fun,” he managed 
_ to say as they followed 
the man to the car. 
The farmer 
opened the back door 
to put Sport inside. 
The dog did not want 
to get into the car, and 
the man dragged him in 
by the collar and shut 
lly the door. But he had 
fy, \ —= forgotten that the win- 
dow was lowered. 
Sport leaped through 
the opening before the 
man could get the car 
started. 

A second time he 
was dragged into the car, and this time he was locked in securely. 
Jack stood watching and it seemed to him that Sport’s eyes grew 
rounder and browner and that his ears hung down longer and more 
appealingly than they had ever hung before. The car started and 

rt was gone. 

“Never mind, Jack,” consoled his-father, “we'll get you a dog. 
If Frownie can own a dog, you may too.” 

“I don’t want another dog, now,” Jack sighed. ‘Sport is the 
dog I want.” 


Every one tried to comfort Jack. His father suggested that the 


There on the porch was Sport. 
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family declare a holiday and go nutting. They all were considerate 
of Jack, and he had a very nice time, but something was wrong. 

The next morning he bounded out of bed as usual for his early 
romp with Sport, but he caught himself—why get up early, now? 
Wasn't his dog gone? 

He went out to get the morning paper, and there, on the porch, 
waiting as though he had sat there all night, was Sport. Jack wakened 
the family with his joy. They all came out into the yard. Even 
Mr. and Mrs. Frownie came out. 

“Well, Jack,” said Mr. Frownie, “What are we going to do 
about this?” 

“T’ll buy the dog from you, Frownie,” said Jack’s father, “if 
you'll consider selling him!” 

“No, no,” Mr. Frownie bit his words off short. “‘I’ll not sell 
him, but I'll give him to Jack. You can’t fix a price on friendship 
of that brand. I—”’ - 

“Do you know,” interrupted Mrs. Frownie, “I believe I am be- 
ginning to like that dog, myself.”” 

i _ sat on the grass beside Jack, beating a happy tattoo with 
Is tall. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can 
do so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
: —Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 

I am writing this letter from Pass-a-Grille, Florida, 
January 2. Pass-a-Grille is an island lying between Tampa 
Bay and the Gulf of Mexico. Today there are large, froth- 
edged waves, coming from the north. This means, though I 
had no other way of knowing it, that the wind is strong, and 
that it is not so warm as usual. 

Sometimes when working at my desk, I stop for a moment 
and look out the windows that open toward the gulf. The 
brisk waves seem so gay, so eager, that they might be a host of 
boys and girls, running, shouting, each trying to see who could 
be the first to reach the smooth, white sands of the beach. 

New Year’s Day I saw an eagle’s nest. The nest was 
in a tall, straight pine tree, on Snell Island. ‘Two eagles have 
a home in the tree, but while I was there only one eagle could 
be seen. We stopped our car and got out, the better to watch 
the eagle, which seemed as much interested in us as we were 
in it. On broad, strong wings it flew in circles above us, and 
the clear sunlight flashed from its gleaming white head. When 
it prepared to light it moved to a position above the nest, and 
above the tree. There it poised briefly, then slowly sank 
through the air, and with down stretched legs came to the edge 
of the nest, where it stood in stately pose, a very king of a bird. 

With love, 
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FRANCES W. FOULKS 
MARY ELIZABETH'S DRESSES 


Before sewing machines were invented, all clothes were made by 
hand. In those days little girls were taught to do very fine sewing. 
They were taught to make tiny, even stitches, such as we seldom see 
today. The sewing machine has made unnecessary much of the finer 
hand needlework. Perhaps you have learned to use Mother’s ma- 
chine, or you may have a little one of your own. If either is the case, 

you can make Mary Elizabeth’s dresses on the 
machine, but if you have no machine to use, mak- 
ing the dresses with your fingers and seeing how 
tiny and even you can make the stitches will be 
very good practice. 

We shall make the first dress for Mary 
Elizabeth of gingham or some wash material. 
(See diagram |.) Get out the first pattern you 

sins made for Mary Elizabeth, the one like diagram 2. 

Fold a piece of paper, lay the shoulder line of 

the pattern on the fold, and mark out another pat- 

tern. Add the dotted lines shown on diagram 2. 

Cut along the dotted lines to make the new pat- 

Diana? tern. When it is opened out it will look like 
diagram 3. Cut a collar pattern to fit the neck 

of the new pattern, shaped like the dotted lines shown in diagram 3. 

Double the dress material lengthwise and lay your pattern on. 
Pin securely, and cut out this part, which is a long waist for Mary 
Elizabeth’s dress. Cut four pieces like the collar pattern from plain 
white material or plain colored material that looks well with the dress 
material. From material like that used for the collar, cut four pieces 
about 114 inches wide and long enough to go around the bottoms of 
the sleeves. These are the cuffs. 

We shall finish the waist before we cut the skirt, so we can tell 
the exact length to make the skirt. Cut a little slit down the center 
of the back of the waist, long enough to allow the dress to be slipped 


17 
| 
SUNBEAMS 


WEE WISDOM 


easily over Mary Elizabeth’s head. Finish with a French seam under 
the arms from the ends of the sleeves to the bottom of the waist. At- 
tach the collar and the cuffs as you did those of the bloomers shown 
in February Wee Wisdom. 

Now we are ready to cut the skirt. Put the waist on Mary 
Elizabeth and measure the length you want her dress 
to be. Allow for a seam at the waist, and also allow 
1!4, or 2 inches for the hem. Allow material for 
the skirt two and one half times as wide as the dis- 
tance around the bottom of the waist. The skirt 
may be cut from more than one piece of the material 
if need be, but be sure that you do not have a seam 
right in the middle of the front. Sew the pieces of 
the skirt together to make one long straight piece, 
and baste the hem. Keep the hem even as you 
baste, by measuring it with a little piece of cardboard 
of the proper width. Sew the hem to within about 

Diagram 2 3 inches of each end. Pull out the bastings where 
’ the hem has been stitched. 

We are now ready to baste our plaits. Find the center of the 
front of the skirt and run a basting from the top of the skirt to the hem: 
From this basting measure your first plait. Cut a little strip of card- 
board about !/2 inch wide, and measure each plait by the cardboard 
as you baste it. The first plait is laid '42 inch from the center basting, 
and is basted from the top of the skirt through the hem. Turn the 
first plait to the left. It is not necessary to break the thread, but it 
must be fastened well at the beginning and at the end of each plait so 
that the plait will be kept in place. The plaits must be deep enough 
that each plait almost touches the one before it, otherwise they will 
pull out at the bottom. Lay the left half of the skirt material in plaits; 
then, beginning at the center of the front again, lay in a 7 inch plait, 
facing the right. This makes 
what we call a box plait in 
the center of the front. Plait 
the right side of the skirt as 
you did the left side. Now 
lay a_ slightly dampened 
cloth on the wrong side of § 
your work and press care- Diagram 3 
fully with a hot iron. 

Now we are ready to baste the skirt to the waist. Find the 
center of the front of the waist and pin to it the very center of the box 
plait in the front of the skirt, keeping the right sides of the skirt and of 
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the waist together. Baste from this place to the center of the back, 
then around to the front center again. 

If you are sewing with your fingers, it will be well to back stitch 
this seam, to hold it firmly. To back stitch, make one stitch, then 
make the next one by putting your needle half way back on the first 
stitch. Seam down the back of the skirt so 
that there is a plait on each side of the seam. 
This is what we call an inverted plait, and 
is just a box plait turned wrong side out. 
Take the basting out of the ends of the hem, 
so that the seam can be made neatly; sew 
the seam and then baste the hem in place 
and stitch it as you did the rest of the hem. 
Put two snaps at the back opening. The 
little dress is now ready for Mary Elizabeth 
to wear. 

Diagram 5 is a little party dress. It 
will be prettiest if it is made of silk, although 
wool or a thin white material may be used. 
For this dress cut the pattern from the first 
pattern that you made, making the changes 
shown in diagram 4. Double the material 
lengthwise, lay it on the pattern, and cut out the dress. Make the 
little opening in the back, to put Mary Elizabeth’s head through, just 
as short as you can. 


Diagram 4 


We are going to shirr the front of the dress 

at the neck and on each side under the arms at a 
low waistline. Take a needle with a double 
thread. Fasten the thread on the wrong side, 
about where you see the first dot nearest the neck 
and toward the sleeve (see diagram 5). Run 
in a row of tiny stitches to the same distance from 
the shoulder on the other side of neck and pull it 
in so that it fits well on Mary Elizabeth’s neck, 
then fasten your thread tightly. Run in three 
more rows of shirring, each about 14 inch apart, 
and pull each row up so it matches the first row. 
Shirr the back on each side of the opening. With 
Sion: 3 a narrow bias piece of the material bind the neck 

and the opening in the back. First baste and thes 

sew a piece of the bias strip around the sleeves, but do not whip down 
until the seams have been made under the arms. These seams are to 
be French seams and are to be sewed through the bias strip and right 
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down through the hem, which is the portion of the pattern that has the 
straight instead of the slanting edge. Whip down the sleeve binding, 
turn up the hem, baste, and blind stitch. To blind stitch, use a very 
fine needle; take up a tiny stitch on the wrong side, mostly through the 
hem, so it will show on the right side as little as possible. Press the 
hem well on the wrong side. Then shirr four rows under each arm, 
just where it looks best on Mary Elizabeth. Put a snap at the neck, 
and this dress is finished, also. 


(Continued from page 10) 
of fairy seed on the fresh, spaded earth. Their work was done. 

Then, through the window, the fairy queen flew into the little 
room where Daisiana and Darleen lay sleeping. She fluttered close 
and whispered to them in their dreams: “Don’t be discouraged, my 
darlings. Joy is coming. The treasure will be found. Wait!” 

And when Daisiana and Darleen smiled in their sleep, the fairy 
queen flew away with the rest of the fairies. 

The next day:the snow came drifting down and covered Tin Can 
Patch with a blanket of white, and that was the end of treasure hunt- 
ing for that year. After a while, Daisiana and Darleen almost for- 
got that they had been disappointed at not finding the treasure. Daisi- 
ana went back to making doll clothes for Tania, and Darleen read 
her poems to them. 

Besides all that, Daisiana and Darleen swept the floor, brought 
in the wood for the fire, and made the broth, for their old nurse Meg 
was always tired when she came home after scrubbing many office 
floors. Yes, it was a busy winter and a long one. 

Then one day the sun was really warm, although the snow still 
lay about in patches on the ground. Darleen went out to the wood 
pile for wood, but the sunshine was so inviting she started off for a 
little stroll around Tin Can Patch. 

A great many dead leaves had been banked up there by the wind. 
Darleen liked to walk among the leaves and hear them crackle and 
see them fly. She was thinking how they couldn’t call it Tin Can 
Patch any more because the ashes and the tin cans were all gone. It 
would be fun to choose another name for Tin Can Patch. She 
rather thought Treasure Garden would be a nice name. To be sure 
they had not found the treasure, but—Darleen that minute happened 
to glance down at the dead leaves she was kicking about. She dropped 
on her knees, pushed away more of the leaves, and looked and looked. 
What she found there sent her flying up to the little house, her eyes 
sparkling and her happy voice calling, “Daisiana, come quick and see!” 


(To be continued) 
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Tint upper part of water pale green; lower part, violet. Mix red 
and blue to make violet. Now tint upper part of fish red; lower part, silver. 
Mix green and violet to make silver. ‘Tint fish’s eye and the starfish (below) 
bright yellow; shell and sea grass, bright green. When sketch is dry, paint 
coral, at right. Mix a little yellow with red to make coral. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom Readers: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjay them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 
published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors’ pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in May Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by March 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

The Editor. 


MARCH 


By Doris CLAYTON 
Hannibal, Mo. 


The wind of March is blowing 
And it is very cold. 

I know Mr. Winter is going 
And the sun is shining gold. 


March is a very frolicsome boy; 

He calls for the flowers to awake. 
Mother Nature he annoys, 

And the sun melts the ice on the lake. 


The flowers raise their little heads 
And the robins begin to sing. 

The flowers don’t want to rise from their beds, 
But they have to, because it is spring. 


“YOUN 

Department 
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ANNABELLE’S FORTUNE 
By Etta Mae WIson (11 years) 
Great Falls, Mont. 


One day Merle and Annabelle were playing in their home. 
Merle was satisfied, but Annabelle was not. 

One day Annabelle said: “Don’t you wish we lived in a castle 
and were rich?” 

“T am satisfied where we are,” said Merle. “Just think! we have 
our dear mother and father; we have clothes, food, and a good enough 
home for us. We are rich.” 

“That isn’t being rich,”” said Annabelle. “People that are rich 
have a great deal of money. I’m going out to find my fortune!” 

So Annabelle went out into the wood to find her fortune. Before 
she had gone far, she turned and started for home. 

When Merle saw her, she said, “Where is your fortune?” 

Annabelle said, “I have found out that it is better to be satisfied 
with what I have.” 

After that Annabelle was just as happy and satisfied as Merle. 


TEDDY BEAR 
By CLIFTON KarsTeDT (14 years) 
Denver, Colo. 
He sits in the corner 
So quiet and mute; 
He’s not very pretty, 
But he’s ever so cute. 


He’s tumbled and thrown 
Most everywhere, 
But there’s never a murmur 


From our Teddy Bear. 


THE TEAKETTLE 


By C. L. MATHER (9 years) 
Jacksonville, Ill. 


The teakettle is a funny old man. He seems to talk to me. His 
mouth is a queer one; it goes straight out from him, then it goes upward. 
After a while it goes out again, like a fish’s mouth. He breathes white 
air through his mouth. The top of him will open. I see many visions 
in his breath. The old man is telling a story of fairies, pirates, cow- 
boys, and farmers. 
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THE SHAMROCK KING 


By CoNsTANCE BROWN 
Syracuse, N. Y. 


When the March wind comes singing 
O’er hill and o’er dale, 

The shamrock king comes 
With his coat of green mail. 


On a cloud he sails 
O’er land and sea. 

The March wind hails 
His approach with glee. 


TWO KITTENS’ ADVENTURE 


By Janice L. Conway (9 years) 
Rossville, S. I., N. Y. 


Two black-and-white kittens whose names were Happy and 
Lucky had a nice black mother. Their mother told them never to go 
out of the yard without her. The kittens rolled under the maple tree 
all day long. 

One day they went next door. A collie dog lived there; his name 
was Laddie. The kittens did not know that Laddie was there. Sud- 
denly he came out from under the wood pile. When he saw the kit- 
tens he began to chase them. The kittens ran as fast as they could. 
When they got home they told their mother that they would never go 
out of the yard again. And they never did. 


| 
| 
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The PUSSY WILLOWS KNOW 


By Alberta Mastin Carter 


When you see pussy willows 
Put on fur coats of gray 
And nod with every passing 

breeze, 
Then Spring 1 is on her way. 
, How orderly each little puss, 
Comes out and holds his 
place 
Upon a slender willow bough, 
With dignity and grace! 
And Spring, the charming 
hostess, 
She smiles on creatures, 
fair, 
So sweetly kind, so kindly 
sweet, 
With Saati loving care. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 
Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—All letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 

es. 
For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


THESE BOYS AND GIRLS ASKED GOD FOR HELP 


_ Dear Wee Wisdom—I think Wee Wisdom is a very nice magazine 
and I am glad that it has done so much for all the children that read it. 
I will tell you one of the things it has done for me. During the summer of 
1925 I was very sick with rheumatism and heart trouble. I heard a Unity 
student telling a lady about The Prayer of Faith. I looked in my Wee Wisdom 
and found The Prayer of Faith and learned it by heart. I said it to myself 
every night when I said my prayers and sometimes I said it to the Unity student. 
In about three weeks I was well; I have been healthy ever since.—/ack 
Wood, jr. 

Dear Editor—I enjoy your magazine very much. One day I lost my 
barrette, but I said The Prayer of Faith and I soon found it. I have been taking 
Wee Wisdom for a year. I wish that I had known about it sooner. My daddy 
had pains in his back and Mother and I prayed for him. Now he never has a 
pain.— Dorothy Sweet. 

Dear Good Words-Booster Clubh—I have improved much since I wrote you 
last. I believe that I am much more patient than I was before. My use of 
words is much better and, of course, it is from the use of The Prayer of Faith. 


26 
Ce 
Ls 


WEE WISDOM 27 


I am going to send for a reminder box which will help me more.—Louise Lock- 
wood. 

Dear Wees—One day a friend of mine and I were playing in a closet. 
All of a sudden I fell back and the door locked. No one else was at home. 
We tried to get the door open but could not. Then I said The Prayer of Faith 
and I got it open right away.— Rae Arnold. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI will soon be eleven years old and I have been read- 
ing Wee Wisdom (or having it read to me) as long as I can remember. I like 
to read the stories now as well as I liked to have them read to me before I could 
read. I believe the stories are getting better and better.—Milton Gross. 

Dear Secretary—I have been a member of the Good Words-Booster club 
a month and I am very happy that I am a member. It is helping me to be more 
helpful and kind to others. I am enjoying a visit with my aunt.—Gilbert Whited. 

Dear Secretary—The Booster club has been a great help to me. It helps 
me to use good words. The Prayer of Faith also helps me a great deal. I often 
say, “God is my help in every need,”” or “God is my strength, I can’t be sick,” 
and it seems to help me immediately.—Lois Hutchinson (New Zealand ). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read Wee Wisdom for three years and it has 
helped me in many ways. I take Wee Wisdom to my teacher and she reads it 
to the children. They enjoy it very much.—Kathryn Edger. 

Dear Editor—I like Wee Wisdom very much. It taught me to say my 
prayers at night and to think of kind deeds. Whenever I am angry I think of 
Wee Wisdom and I don’t say anything that is unkind. I hope that I can get 
Wee Wisdom again next year.—Sallie McMaken. 

Dear Editor—I like to read the letters that the children write to Wee Wis- 
dom. I have a baby brother. He is five weeks old. When he is old enough 
to understand Wee Wisdom I shall read it to him.—Jean Hertel. 

Dear Friends—Since I joined the Good Words-Booster club I have paid 
more attention to my thoughts and my words. I feel very happy. From now on 
I shall try my best to be a worthy member of the club—Anna Agiomamitou 
(Cyprus). 

Dear Friends—I have been reading Wee Wisdom for two years. I have 
a little sister, five years old, who likes the Table Blessings, and I like them too. 
I take music lessons and play the little songs. I am eight years old. I like almost 
all the stories:—Marie Pierce. 

Dear Wees—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I let my friends read them 
too and they love them. I say The Prayer of Faith every night and morning. 
It helps me.—Shelly Mae Quinnelly. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a reader and lover of Wee Wisdom. As I 
walk into my garden where the flowers are blooming and the trees and grass are 
looking so green and gay, I feel that God is there. I feel that he is everywhere. 
I ask him to make me kind and loving, and to bless every one. I say The Prayer 
of Faith every night on going to bed and I feel that it helps me very much. 
—Cynthia E. Pearson. 

Dear Unity—I love my Wee Wisdom very much. Every night when I go 
to bed I say The Prayer of Faith. I always like to read my magazine just as 
soon as it comes. We have a dog and her name is Bonnie Lassie. She is very 
nice indeed.—Ethel McIntyre. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to let you know just how much I love 


Wee Wisdom. Each morning I ask God to help me with my lessons, and He 
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does. I also say The Prayer of Faith. I gave all my Wee Wisdoms to a little 
boy and his mother read them to him. I love Blanche’s Corner. I must not for- 
get Home Tots; it is fine, too. I go to Unity Sunday school every Sunday. 1 
love to go.—Carol Craig. 

Dear Secretary—I feel that the Good Words club has done me much good. 
One day I could have said some hateful things to a girl that I go with, but I 
remembered that I was a Good Words club member, so I just said, ““Thank you 
very much.”” I am glad that some one thought of forming a club that is so inter- 
esting and that teaches so much good.—W éinona Scott. 

Dear Secretary—Through using The Prayer of Faith I have been able to 
earn some money. I do ever so many things, such as running errands, helping to 
care for the office in the apartment house where I live, and taking care of chil- 
dren when their parents go out. I seldom use slangy expressions as I formerly did. 
—Anna Cooke. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you about our pets. My brother 
and I have ten bantam hens and two bantam roosters. We have a pony named 
Queen, and a little dog named Bob. We had a pet coon named Pussums, 
but we traded him for some chickens.—Phyllis June Hammer. 

Dear Wees—I am nine years of age, and have taken Wee Wisdom four 
years. I have enjoyed each copy, and but for the October number I would 
have received a poor mark in language. We had to tell a story and instantly 
I thought of Wee Wisdom and told the Halloween story. So I thank Wee 
Wisdom very much, and I will learn The Prayer of Faith.—Cecil Hobbs. 

Dear Unity—I want to thank you for your prayers. My health has 
improved, and I am getting better grades in my studies, but should like to do 
better yet. I love Wee Wisdom, though I am thirteen. My mother enjoys 
Wee Wisdom, also.—Clara Fritz. 

READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Phoebe M. Hart (13 years), rfd 3, Woodstock, Ill.; Grace Havercroft, 
rfd 3, box 212a, Portland, Oregon; Charles Eldred Gaupp, 4737 Beverly blvd., 
Los Angeles, Calif.; June Armstrong, rfd 3, Sherwood, N. D.; Maggie Davis 
(11 years old), Camp No. 2, Clemens state farm, Perry Landing, Tex.; Mar- 
garet Titchenal, box 594, Cashmere, Wash.; Bernice Titchenal, box 594, 
Cashmere, Wash.; Peggy Mae Criswell, 529 West 41st place, Los Angeles, 
Calif.; Jean Farup, 3105 Yesler way, Seattle, Wash.; Wilma Doris Finch 
(11 years), 3130 Euclid ave., Kansas City, Mo.; Edward Polhamus, (12 
years), Troublesome, Colo. 

READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Alice M. Lindsay: health for mother, and school work; June Armstrong: 
prayers; Louise Klein: school work; Alice Smith: health for mother; Wilma 
Doris Finch: health for mother, and school work (geography); Brisbane H. 
Umstead: school work (reading); Helen Scott: school work; Joyce Goodeve: 


that she may become a better girl; Helen Muriel Granger: that she may hear 
distinctly. 
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“There is always a nice surprise in any kind of day.” 

That was just what Grandmother had said. Elsie knew that 
Grandmother never said things without being very sure that they were 
every bit true, but 

Why, it was raining, raining hard—right on the very day that 
the primary department meant to have its picnic. And Elsie had the 
nicest fruits and raisin bread sandwiches and two little lemon tarts— 
one to eat and one to give away—for her lunch basket. 

All week the days had been just lovely days—and now, on Sat- 
urday, it was raining. The worst of it was that it had looked as if it 
would clear and she had put on her pretty pink dress with the white 
buttons—and then the sky hadn’t cleared at all! 

How could there be any nice surprise in a day like that? 

It was a very much disappointed Elsie who turned from the 
window and took off her pink dress and put on her everyday dress. 
_ - couldn’t help it if two big tears did come rolling down her 

eeks. 

And perhaps that was why her foot slipped on one of baby Roy’s 
big wooden beads, and down she went. 

She just sat there a minute. And then—well, she had to laugh 
at herself, a great big girl tumbling down over a big wooden bead and 
lying sprawled out on the floor like that. 

She reached for the trouble making bead. It was a red one; 
a green one lay just beyond her reach. She picked up that, too, and 
then gathered up all the others. She ought to restring them for Roy. 
Well, she’d just do it. 

By the time she had all the beads strung little Roy had had his 
morning bath and, sweet and clean, was ready to jingle his beads in 
his crib. Elsie stooped down to kiss the top of his cunning little head, 

_as she ran to get her stationery box. She wanted to write a letter to 
Aunt Ruth and tell her how cute and sweet Roy looked. 

Elsie could not write so very well or so very fast, but after a 

while she had her letter finished. Running into the kitchen to ask 
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Mother for a stamp, she found a sheet of cooky dough rolled out 
nicely on the board. 

“Oh, let me cut out the cookies, Mother!” 

“All right, dear. Here’s the round cutter. Then if you cut a 
square one, like this, and with a knife cut it in two from corner to cor- 
ner, you have two triangles—two three-cornered cookies. Should you 
like to cut some of them like that?” 

“Oh, yes,” answered Elsie promptly. 

Cookies bake very quickly. By the time Elsie had a second 
panful ready for the oven the first ones were ready to be turned out 
to cool. She ate one while it was still warm. It was delicious. 

And then—why, it was almost lunch time! 

“After we do the dishes may I make Geraldine a new dress?” 
asked Elsie. Geraldine was her big doll. 

“Could you make it out of that old blue dress that you've out- 
“It’s pretty goods. I'll give 

“Oh, goody!” 
Elsie, dimpling. “I can 
make one for Pauline’s doll 
too. It’s exactly the size of 
mine.” 

So she made the two 
doll dresses, and it was a 
14 very happy little girl who ran 
if] to meet Daddy that evening. 
“Well, Dimples, this 
~| must have been another nice 
| surprise day,” said Daddy 
as he kissed her. 

Daddy—yes— 


And, you know, Elsie 

was just as surprised as she 

She had to laugh al herself. could be when she remem- 

bered how dismal the day had really started out to be, and how it had 

brightened up into just the nicest kind of day as she kept doing things 
for somebody all the time. Why, it was a surprising surprise! 


DOFTERER) » 
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Lesson 11, Marcu 11, 1928. 
JESUS FEEDS THE MULTITUDES.—Mark 6:31-44; 8:1-10. 


GOLDEN TEXT—!/ am the bread of life: he that cometh to me shall 
not hunger, and he that believeth on me shall never thirst—John 6:35. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Great crowds came to Jesus to hear Him teach and to be healed and 
to see the works that He did. This teaches us that our thoughts really want 
to know more of the Christ within and gather in great numbers about the 
spiritual part of us. 

When the people came to Jesus, He “began to teach them many 
things.” The first work of the Christ Spirit in us is to teach our thoughts 
and feelings the truth about health, strength, happiness, and all the other 
things that God wants us to have. The teaching should be kept up until all 
our thoughts are so filled with Truth that they show it in every word and 
in every act. These thoughts are our people, and we should have the 
same love for them and the same wish to help them that Jesus felt toward 
the great crowds that came to Him. » 

The Christ Spirit in us knows the truth about substance; it knows 
that God substance, out of which is made everything that we see or use, 
is everywhere, and that there is plenty for all. 

Because we see only in a material way we sometimes think that there 
is not enough substance to fill all our needs, or to feed the great number 
of thoughts that crowd upon us. Jesus saw that with God substance 
everywhere no one needed to lack anything. THe took the things that 
were at hand—bread, which stands for substance, and fishes, which stand 
for ideas—and by seeing them as God substance and blessing them, He 
made plenty for all. The power of praise to increase God’s good is 
given to all of us who can see God substance everywhere. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is taught us by the great crowds of people who came to see 
Jesus? 
What is the first work of the Christ Spirit in us? 


From what is everything made? 
For what does bread stand? Fishes? 
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LEssoON THOUGHT—/ know that God substance is everywhere and 
that there is plenty for all. 


MEMORY VERSE 


There is no lack of any good 
For which God’s children call, 
And there is plenty everywhere— 
God substance forms it all. 


Lesson 12, Marcu 18, 1928. 
JESUS TEACHES SINCERITY.—Mark 7:1-23. 


GoLpDEN TExtT—Keep thy heart with all diligence; 
For out of it are the issues of life-—Prov. 4:23. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson there is a fine teaching of what is true religion. In every- 
thing there is an outer form and an inner form. The inner form is the true 
form, and it is in the true inner form that God wants us to worship Him. The 
inner form comes from our hearts; the outer form comes from the human 
mind and we sometimes let this form cover up the inner form. 

The scribes and the Pharisees were very careful to follow all the 
outer forms of religion that were written into the old Jewish law. When 
they saw that the disciples of Jesus did not keep some of the old laws of 
the Jews, such as washing themselves before they ate, and so forth, they 
at once thought that they had found a chance to show the people that 
Jesus could not be a good teacher for them because His own followers 
did not obey the Jewish laws. 

Jesus knew that true religion is shown by the things that come from 
the heart of man and that if man’s heart is not right all the outer forms 
that he can go through do not make him religious. That is why He plainly 
told the Pharisees that they honored God with their lips only, and that they 
worshiped Him in vain because they gave out the teaching of men. 

This lesson teaches us that true religion is practiced by doing good 
to God’s children, rather than by making an outer show of giving to God. 
We can give so much attention to form that we really keep ourselves from 


doing the things that God wants us to do. 
LESSON QUESTIONS 
How does God want us to worship Him? 
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Where do the things that show true religion come from? 
Do outer forms alone make one religious? 
What is true religion? 


LEsson THOUGHT—My heart is right with God. 
MEMORY VERSE 
I worship God with all my heart, 


And not in outer show; 
I set His teachings over all 
That mortal mind can know. 


Lesson 13, Marcu 25, 1928. 
REVIEW: JESUS PROCLAIMS THE KINGDOM OF GOD. 


GOLDEN TEXT—And Jesus went about all the cities and the villages, 
teaching in their synagogues, and preaching the gospel of the kingdom, and 
healing all manner of disease and all manner of sickness.—Matt. 9:35. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The lessons about Jesus that we have been studying are to help us 
to know the freeing, healing power of the Christ Spirit in us, for which 
Jesus Christ stands. The baptism of Jesus teaches that our minds must 
be cleansed of all error and given up to higher, spiritual thoughts. When 
our minds are cleansed, healing power comes to us, and we learn the true 
forgiveness of sin and sickness in ourselves and in others. 

Jesus taught God’s perfect law and that we should keep it in spirit 
by doing God’s work at any and all times. By the healings that Jesus 
did, we are taught that we need but touch the Christ Spirit to be healed in 
mind and in body. 

The people who did not believe in Jesus and who opposed His work 
stand for the material thoughts in us that are afraid that the spiritual 
thoughts may become strong enough to rule over them. 

The kingdom of God of which Jesus taught is within us and our task 
is to make it grow. When we live only in that perfect kingdom, power 
is ours to still every storm and to overcome every error belief. Then we 
may live in peace and happiness, untouched by any of the old false ideas. 

The healing of Jairus’ daughter teaches the ever present life that is 
in the Christ. The disciples whom Jesus chose are the qualities of God 
that we need to do His perfect work. We send these qualities out to 
spread the Christ truth. By feeding the multitude Jesus taught the power 
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of Spirit to increase good. Then He gave a lesson on keeping thé com- 
mandments of God rather than the customs of men. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What do the lessons about Jesus help us to know? 
How should we keep God’s law? 


What does the healing of Jairus’ daughter teach? 
For what do the disciples stand? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—! live in God’s kingdom and health and peace 
are mine. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I’ve learned to put my trust in God, 
His kingdom is within; 

O’er error thought His presence helps 
The victory to win. 


Lesson 1; Aprit 1, 1928. 


JESUS THE SUFFERING MESSIAH.—Mark 8:27—9:1; 9:30-32; 
10:32-34. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/f any man would come after me, let him deny him- 
self, and take up his cross, and follow me.—Mark 8:34. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


When the Spirit of Christ becomes alive and active in us, we begin 
to ask within ourselves who we really are. This is what is meant by Jesus’ 
asking His disciples who men thought He was. The human mind thinks 
only of persons; so it was that the disciples said Jesus was called “Elijah,” 
or “one of the prophets.”” But Peter was filled with divine understanding 
and his faith saw that Jesus was the Christ, the Son of God. We should 
have such faith that when we see the works of God we should know 
that they are done only through the Christ Spirit, because there is no other 
power that can do these works. 

Every person must know the Christ for himself. Others may tell him 
about the Christ, but the real knowing must come from within himself.: 
That is why Jesus told His disciples to “tell no man” of Him. The Christ 
can be known only through spiritual understanding, and until that is 
awakened we cannot truly know Him. 


Jesus told His disciples the things that were to happen to Him. The 
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Christ in us knows that our old mortal, error thoughts will not easily give 
up to Him, but will try to do Him harm. Even our faith may not see 
that certain things are needed for our highest good, as Peter could not 
believe the words that Jesus spoke. 

One who is trying to learn his true oneness with God must be willing 
to give up his old ideas; he must deny his mortal or human self. He must 
take up the cross of Christ, which is the crossing out of the mind of all 
belief in error of every form. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What told Peter that Jesus was the Christ? 
Can we know the Christ by hearing of Him from others? 
How may the Christ be known? 


What must be done by one who is trying to learn His true oneness 
with God? 


Lesson THOGHT—!/ cross out all error thoughts and am one with 
Christ. 


MEMORY VERSE 


God’s understanding fills my heart 
And so illumines me 
That Christ the living Son of God 


In all mankind I see. 


For this day’s food our thanks are 


due, 
\ And loving, faith, dear Lord, in 


you. 
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NUMERICAL ENIGMA 


I am a Bible verse and I am composed of 45 letters. My 3-36- 
19-26-41 are to deal with. My 38-10-32-18 are to think. My 31- 
42-35-40-8 are a high place. My 16-44-13-23-6 are a time of joy. 
My 29-27-45-15 are a primary color. My 5-22-20-4-17-14 are to 
droop. My 34-21-7-9 are a line formed by sewing. My 1-2-24-30 
are knowing. My 25-33-39-28 are to carry in a wagon. My II- 
43-37-12 are the votes for a measure. 


WORD SQUARE 


When the proper words are placed in 
the square, the letters reading from upper 
left to lower right spell the name of some- 
thing that every one should have. The let- 
ters reading from lower left to upper right 
spell a young person. 

Cross Words: 1. Discovered; 2. A score; 3. To twine; 4. A 


color; 5. A loud noise. 


WORD PUZZLE 


When the following five-let- 
ROSS WORD PUZZLE ter words are arranged in 


order, the diagonal letters, 
reading from left top to right 
bottom, will spell a word that 
means one loved of the Lord. 
The diagonal letters, reading 
from right top to left bottom, 
will spell a quality that every 
one needs. 


The leader of an Indian tribe 
Not expensive 

A single spot in space 

A coral island 

Listened to 
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A HARROWING EXPERIENCE 


On a bright Saturday morning in March the members of The 
Spartan Company, Ltd. were in executive session. 

“The ground i is just right now for plowing and we ought to be 
at it,” said David. ‘We can plant our potatoes at the same time.’ 

“They won't do a bit of good if you plant them before Good 
Friday,” said Red. ~ 

““But Good Friday isn’t until April this year, and that is late to 
plant potatoes,”” protested Chink. 

““What’s the use of arguing?” demanded Kegs. “We can’t 
plant spuds today anyway. We haven’t even cut them up.” 

David smiled at Cousin Bob. “‘Come on up to the barn,” he 
called. The gang raced after him. There in buckets stood the seed 
potatoes, all cut and ready for planting. 

““Bob and I got them ready last night,” David explained. 

“Red, you run up and ask Dr. Morse if we can borrow Pete 
again,” suggested Chink, “and the rest of us will carry out the spuds.” 

“All right, I'll go, but we’re just wasting our time, putting in 
spuds now,” insisted Red. ‘“They’ll never grow.” 

The gang had carried the potatoes out to the garden path and 
were discussing the best place to plant them, when Red reappeared, 
without the horse. 

““Now we are in a mess,” he exclaimed. “Some one else has 
borrowed Pete and our garden will be late this year.” 

“But, Red,” said Kegs, “you were just saying that it was too 
early to plant spuds and—” 

“T can change my mind, can’t I?” snapped Red. ““The plowing 
ought to be done, anyway.” 

“T wonder if Goddards would let us use their Shetland pony,” 
said David. “He has been on pasture so long that he’s as round as 
a barrel. A little work would do him good.” 

“T’'ll go and ask them,” offered Cousin Bob. 
“Tell them we'll be careful and let him rest often,” David said. 
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The place where the potatoes were to be planted had been de- 
cided upon and the boys were getting restless, when Cousin Bob came 
flying down the lane on the back of a galloping brown pony. 

“Don’t race him so, Bob,” yelled Red as he ran to open the gate. 
“Tt isn’t good for him.” 

The pony whirled in at the gate and did not stop until his nose 
all but touched the barn door. The halt was so abrupt that Cousin 
Bob almost did a nose dive over the pony’s head. When he had dis- 
mounted and caught his breath, he turned indignantly to Red. 

“If you had to give advice, Red—’ Cousin Bob stopped for 
breath, “‘you’d have helped me more by telling me how to stop him.” 

The gang laughed, and after a moment Cousin Bob joined them. 

““Boy! what a ride,” he grinned. “What that pony needs is a 
good work out.” 

The boys had some difficulty in getting the pony hitched to the 
plow, and more in persuading him to go in a straight line and to pull 
steadily. David drove, Red held the plow, and the others took turns 
dropping the potatoes. By noon the planting had been finished and 
the rest of the garden plowed. The pony, rather subdued now, was 
resting in the barn lot and the Spartans were eating sandwiches on the 
sunny side of the Roost. 

“This afternoon we'll use the harrow,” said David. “Then the 
ground will be in fine shape when we are ready to put in the early 
garden stuff.” 

“We're short-handed this year,” said Red gloomily. “We'll all 
have to work harder while Coralee is at that giggling girls’ school.” 

“T don’t suppose she’d be much help now anyway,” offered 
Chink. ‘“They’ve probably spoiled her.” 

“Don’t you believe it,” Red protested hotly. Then he stopped 
with a red face, when he saw the others grinning. 

““We all know she’s all right,” said David, “‘and she'll be back 
in time to help us with the marketing.” 

“T’ll do her share of the marketing if she’ll make candy to keep 
me going,” said Kegs. “That girl is certainly the best cook.” 

“You'd think that was all she was good for, to hear you talk,” 
said Chink. “She really is as good at most things as any of us.” 

“We'll tell her what you said, in the very next letter,”” said Red. 

“Say, don’t do that—” and this time Chink’s face was red. 
“*You’ll spoil her.” 

“‘Let’s get the light harrow,” said David starting toward the shed. 

The pony offered less resistance to the hitching process this time, 
but the tugs were not the right length. 

“All we need is a collar and tugs, to use the harrow,” Red said, 
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“‘and we can make tugs of rope.” 
Kegs took the first turn at driving. After stumbling over the 

plowed ground and falling twice, he came back out of breath. 

“T have a dandy scheme,” said David. ‘Why can’t we ride the 
pony instead of stumbling over the plowed ground? We won't need a 
saddle because he will be walking all the time.” 

Cousin Bob mounted and started across the plowed patch. 

“This is fine,”” he called as he came back toward the path. “Let 
me go down and back again.” 

As he turned at the fence, one of the ropes holding the harrow 
broke and flapped along the ground at the pony’s heels. This threw 
the harrow out of line and the pony became frightened and started 
running and bucking. At the first jump the reins were jerked from 
Bob’s hands. As he had no saddle, all he could do was to cling des- 
perately to the pony’s mane. 

“He’s going to be thrown!” yelled Kegs. 

““What if he is?” laughed Red. “He hasn’t far to fall and the 
ground is soft.” 

“But the harrow—” Chink’s fingers sank into Red’s arm—“‘if 
he falls and it is dragged over him—”” he shuddered. 

“Oh! Whoa!” screamed Kegs. 

“Shut up, Kegs,” said David. His voice was calm but his face 
was very white. “We'll have to catch the pony before Bob falls.” 

It was hard running over the uneven ground and in their excite- 
ment the Spartans fell many times. 


“Hold tight, Bob!” called David. 

Just then a sudden jerk loosened Bob’s hold and he was thrown 
under the pony’s feet. The gang stopped as though turned to stones. 
Kegs covered his eyes. Suddenly Red started forward. 

“Tt didn’t touch hit,” he fairly shrieked as he ran. 

In a moment the gang had surrcunded Bob, who was sitting in 
the middle of the potato patch, rubbing his leg. 

““The pony stepped on me,” he laughed with trembling lips. “I’m 
glad he wasn’t old Pete. He’d have broken my leg.” 

“Bob,” said David sinking to his knees beside his cousin, “I was 
afraid of the harrow.” 

“I know,” nodded Bob soberly. “‘I thought of that and hung on 
as long as I could. I don’t see how I escaped.” 

““That’s easy,” Red explained. “The jerk that threw you broke 
the rope that held the harrow.” 

“Tt didn’t break a minute too soon,” said Chink. 

““Thank Goodness it didn’t break a minute too late,” said David. 


“T’ll say!’ was the gang’s amen. 
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Wonder how many times a day Mother 
hears that question? Often she is too busy 
to tell you all you want to know about the 
things you see, and you just keep thinking 
about them. 

There are so many interesting things all 
around you that you can’t help but wonder 
about them. There are rocks, and trees, 
and worms, and bugs, and water, and light, 
and darkness, and just hundreds of things 
that you see every day, and of course you 
want to know where all these wonderful 
things came from and why they are here. 

Lida R. Hardy knows the answers to the 
questions that boys and girls want to know, 
and she has written a book called AUNT 
JOY’S NATURE TALKS in which she 
tells many of the things that they especially 
want to know about. This little book, so 
gayly decorated, tells us that the very nicest 
gifts are those that God gives us. 

Many children like this book better than 
any other they have read, and we are sure 
that you will enjoy it too. The paper bound 
copies of this book cost $.50 and the cloth 
bound, $.75. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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AELA M. FORSTER: 


’ You know we do not have to be 


So very big and tall 


\ 


i For you can smile and I can smile, 
And then—yjust listen here! 


To make the world a happy place— A , 
It's not hard work at all! i 
lot of smiles will run around, 


And do their work of cheer. 


] Ly So you don't have to wait, you 
know; 
" Just hurry with a smile: 
\. First you know, a mile of 
ail smiles 


Will be j just all the style! 
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SPRING 


The snow is melting. 

When I 30 out in the yard, Buddy 
puts my rubber boots on my feet. Then 
he puts my rain coat and my cap on me. 

I like to splash in the water. 

The creek is full of water. Buddy 
took me to seeit. The water is black. It 
runs fast, and makes a noise. 

At night we hear the creek. Mother 
says it 1s singing its spring, 

Today we could see the ground. It is 
black and wet. It has been under snow all 
winter. 


A robin was in our yard, last night. 


CLTAVIA 
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This mornin, Buddy heard it sind. I was 
asleep, so I did not hear the robin. 
Daddy said the frogs soon would be 
singing, by the creek. He said when frogs 
sing, it is a sure spring, has come. 
When the water goes off the ground 


we will plant sweet pea seed. 
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RANDMAS 


by Medda Sandland 


When I was walking by the field, 
Upon a summer day, 
I heard the mowers at their work 


Of making clover hay. 


And then I heard a hissing noise 
o close upon my wake 
I quickly turned myself about, 
A backward look to take. 


Some geese were coming after me, 
With heads and wings held out, 
And I suppose they thought that they 

Would put me to a rout. 


And that, to me, seemed but a joke; 
I asked: “Now, what's the use?- 
My friends, you each behave, to me, 

Precisely like a goose. 


“T'll be myself and act myself, 
No matter what you do; 

So do not think IIl play the goose, 
And be afraid of you.” 


Then to the barnyard all turned back; 
They flapped their wings and squawked; . 
I knew that they were joking, then, 
In their strange, goosy talk. 


For all of that, I knew that they 
Would after me have chased, 

Had I been frightened by their ways 
And run away in haste. 


And Grandma said: “All untrue things 
That threaten you, my dear, 

Will like those geese, be turned away, 
When faced without a fear.” 


Fiancee 
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1. The March wind blows one tune in the North And an- 
2. A cold, cold wind he blows in the North, And a 


oth - er tune in the South. The March wind, on - ly, such 
warm, warm wind in the South. The March wind, on - ly, these 


tunes can blow At the self - same time from his mouth. 
tunes can blow At the self - same time from his mouth. 
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By Blanche 


| The March wind blows so strong 
these nights 
That I must walk with care 
To keep my evening candle lit 
As I go up the stair. 


But when the sun peeps up at 
day 
And all the stars are gone, 
The March wind turns things 
right about 
And blows the blossoms on. 
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Blow, thoughts of truth; 
Through my mind 
sweep, 
And pure and clean 
Each corner keep. 
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Blow, thoughts of joy; 
In my voice sinp; 

Make all my world 
Bloom with the sprin3. 


Blow, thoughts of love, fey. 
Through all the night, i Zi 

Into my heart 
And keep it light. 
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